V. SACKVILLE-WEST
MIRAGE
A RUSSIAN LEGEND
'INHERE travelled  north from Kurdistan along the
lone Siberian trails
A merchant with his caravan and Eastern barter in his
bales.
He rode ahead, he rode apart, the city of Irkutsk his
goal,
Upon  his lean Circassian foal,  and after came the
lumbering cart
With  creaking  wheel,   deliberate spoke,  and  water-
bullock in the yoke;      5
And after these in single string the boorish camels
following,
Slouching  with  high  unwieldy   packs  like  howdahs
heaped upon their backs;
With slaver hanging from their lips and hatred worming
in their brain
They slouched beneath their drivers' whips across the
white and mournful plain.
The   merchant   riding  on   alone  saw  not  the  white
incessant snow,     10
He only saw the metal's glow, the colour of the precious
stone;
He lingered on the merchandise that he had brought
from Kurdistan,
And turned, and swept his caravan with doting and
voluptuous eyes,
For there were choice Bokhara rugs, and daggers with
Damascus blade
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